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	Stephanie Brown: Arbitrary Ace

Throughout the years of my lifetime, I have always seen the inhabitants of our planet as cold and heartless. Men and women around the world are always at it with each other; whether it be because of marriage, money, or worse - Gotham's criminal underworld. Gotham City is a horrific place to live in itself; although just being there regardless is bad enough. I first realized that when my own father betrayed me. When I was seventeen years old, Arthur Brown handed me over to one of the worst men he had known: Oswald Chesterfield Cobblepot.

To my understanding it had all just been for the sake of my father's power in the city; a reason in which in my mind was complete, utter nonsense. Why had my father even been such a bad man in the first place? It just didn't make sense. The only way for peace between Cluemaster and the Penguin was there to be an offering - and trust me, my father wouldn't want to give any of his money over to a slime like Cobblepot even if it was partially necessary. And so he chose me instead. I knew that my father had loved me, and just wanted the best for his daughter...or so it had seemed. But my father didn't even hesitate to shove me aside, shake hands with Penguin, and turn to walk away.

Living on an old ship in the middle of the Gotham harbor hadn't been too bad, until you started realizing how harsh and cold the winter weather was. Not to mention that every day I was nagged by Cobblepot and every single one of his lackeys - just because I was different and a 'guest of honour'. Penguin did have his own small selection of female personal assistants; but I wasn't too curious enough to look further into their jobs. In fact, I didn't _want_ to know what they did for a living. Some days were worse than others, when it came down to the food, the beatings, the trauma...it had all just been too much for a young adult like me.

That same life I lived out for another six years, until finally someone of actual worth came to my rescue. He literally came down to the harbor and lit Cobblepot's cruise liner on _fire_; and got me out. Apparently, he understood what I had been - and what I was going through, due to his own identity (along with his father's) and his connections with other various crime lords and the weapons business. To say the least, he had helped me in the greatest way possible - and I owe him. His name was none other than Alberto Falcone.

But my name is Stephanie Alice Brown. And this is my story.


End file.
